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Tbe Tragedit of Othello 

\ Iago. 


Oth. Iago becomes me : now he begins the ftory. 

Cajfio. bhe was heerc euen now : fhe haunts mcinc- 
uery place. Iwasihe ether day talking on the Sea- 
banke withcertawe Venetians, and thither comes the 
Bauble 3 and falls me thus about my neck, 

Oth. Crying oh decre Cajfio it were: his icfture im- 
ports it. 

Cajpo. So hangs 3 and lolls, and weepesvpon me: 
So (hakes, and pulls me . Ha^ha^ha. 

Oth. Nowhctelh how flie plucfct him to my Cham- 
ber : oh, I fee that nofe of youis.but not that dogge, I 
(hail thtow it to. 

Cajfio. WeU,I muft leaueher companies 

logo. Before me : lookc where (he comes. 

Enter Hianc&. 

Caf Tis fuch another fitchew: marry a perfum'd one? 
What do you meane by this haunting of me } 

turn. Letthediueli, and his dam haunt you : what 
'didyoumcane by that fa n- Handkcrchiefe,you gaue 
me euen now? I was a fine Foolecotakeit: 1 muft take 
our the wcrke ? A likely piece of woike,that you ihould 
finde it in your Charnber,and know not who left it there. 
This is fomc Minxes token,*: 1 muft take outthe works ? 
There,giue it your Hobbey-norfc, wherefoeuer you had 
it ,lle take out no worke on't. 

Cajfio. How now,my fweete Hianca ? 
How now? How now ? 

Othe. By Heauen,that rtiould be ray Handkerchief^ 

Bian. If you'le come to fupper to night you may, if 
you will .not jCdme when you are next prepared for. Exit 

Tajro. After her : after her. 

Caf I muft/heel rayle in the ftreets elfe. 

Iago. Wiji you fup there ? 

Cajfio. Yes, I intend fo. 

lago. Well, I may chance to fee you : for I would ve- 
ry fame fpeake with yon. 

Caf Prythee come : will you ? 

logo. Go too; fay no mors. 

Oth. How (hall I muvther him 

Iago. Did you perceiuc how he laugh'd at his vice ? 

Oth. Objago. 

Iago. And did you fee the Handkerchiefe ? 
Oth. Was that mine? 

lap. Yours by this hand s and to fee how he prizes 
the foolifh woman your wife : <he gaue ir him, i and he 
hath giu'nithis whore. 

Oth. I woulclhaue him nine yeeres a killing : 
A fine woman,a faire wor»an,a fwcetc woman ? 
'lago. Nay,you muft forget that. 
Othello. lM hcr votand pcrifo,and be damn'd to 
night j for (he {hall not Hue. No, my heart is tum'd to 
ftone:! ftrike it 4 *nd1t hurts my hand. Oh, the world 
hachncralwccter Creature : fhe might IyebyanEm- 
perours fidcaod command him Taskes- 
lapo. Nay,that's not your way. 
Othe. Hang hcr, 1 co but fay what {he is: fo delicate 
with let Needle: an admirable Mufitian. Oh (be will 
fing the SauagS&effe cut of aBeare ; of fo high and plen- 
teous wit.and inuentlcn ? 

lago. She's the worfe for all this. 
& Oth** Ch,a:hoi»fand^athoufandtimca: 
And thea cf fo gentle a condition ? 
Iago. I too gentle. 
Othe* Nay that's certaine: 
But yet the pitty of it, Iago: oh Iago, the pitty of it 


lag*. If you arcfo fond ouerher iniquitie : o" mc t. 
pattern to offend, for ifittouchjiotyou 3 it corncsnc 
nobody. 

Oth. I will chop hcr into Meffes : Cuckold me i 
Iago. Oh /tis foule in her. 
Oth. With mine Officer? 
Iago. That's fouler. 

Othe. Get rrefomepoyfon,/^, this night. J! Cno 
expoftulate with hcr : leaft her body and beautic vnp ro ! 
uide my mind againe : this night * 

Iago. Do it not with poyion,ftt angle hcr in hcr bed 
Euen the bed {he hath contaminated. 1 

Oth. Good,good : 
Thclufticeofitpleafes : very good. 

Iago. And for Cajfio\tx. me be his vnflcrtakcr 2 
You lhall heareraorc by midnight. 

Enter Lodomco^Defdetnona^and Attendants. 

Oihe. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that fame t 

Iago. I warrant fomething from Venice, 
'Tis Lodontco, this, comes fiom the Duke. 
See,your wife's with him. 

Lodo* Saue you wotthy Generall. 

Othe With all my heart Sir. 

ZWTheDuke,and the Senators of Venice greet you, 

Othe. 1 kiffc the Inftrument of their pleafures. 

\Def And. what's the nc wes, good cozen Lodwm ? 

Iago. Iam very glad to fee you Signior: 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod. I thank* you : how do's Lieutenant Cajfio} 

Iago. LiuesSir, 

Def Cozen,there's falne bet weene him,& my Lord, 
An vnkind breach: but you fhallmake all well, 
Ohe. Are you furc of that? 
Def. My Lord? 

Othe. This faile you not to c)o,as yoa will — — 

Lod. He did not call : he's bufie in the paper, 
Is there deuifion 'twm my Lord, and Cajfio ? 

Def A mod vnhappy one : I would do much 
T attoncjthem/or the loue I bcare to Cajfio. 

Oth. Fire $ andbnmeftonc. 

Def My Lord* 

Oth. Areyou wife? 

Def. What isheangrie? 

Led. MaybcthLctter mou'dbirn. 
For as I thinke 3 they do command him home, 
Deputing Caf to in his Gouernment. 

Def Truftmejlamgladon't. 

Othe. Indeed? 

<Def My Lord? 

Othe. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def Why/weete Othello ? 

Othe. Diuelh 

<Def. I hauc not deferu'd this. ^ 
Lod. My Lord,thiswouldnotbebeleeu J dinVenia 

Though I fhould fweare 1 faw't. Tis very much, 
Make her amends : fhe weeper 

Othe, Oh diuell,diucll : 
If that the Earth could teemc with womansteates. 
Each drop (he falls.would proue a Crocodile : 
Out of my fight, 

Def. I wilh not ftay to offend you. ' 
Lod. Truely obedient Lady : 
1 do befeech your Lord&ip call hcr backeo 
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the ^foore of Venice. 


Othe. Miftris. 
Def My Lord. 

Othe. What would you with her,Sir ? 
lod. Wholly Lord. <* 

Othe. I,you did wi(h,that I would make her turne: 
Sir (he can turne^and turne : and yet go on 
^nd turne againe. And fhe can weepeySir^wcepe, 
And jfhe's obedient : as you fay obedient. 
Very obedient i proceedyou in your tcares. 
Concerning this Sir 3 (oh well-painted paffion) 
I am commanded home ; get you away : 
lie fend for you anon. Sir I obey the Mandate, 
And will rcturne to Venice. Kcnce,auaunt ; 
Cajfio (hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night 
I do entreat,that we may fup together. 
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus. 
Goates,and Monkeys. Exit. 

Lod. Is this the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient ? Is this the Nature 
Whom Paffion could not fhake ? Whofe foiid vertue 
The fhot of Accident 3 nor dart of Chance 
Could neither graze,nor pierce? 

Iago. He is much chang'd ■. 

Led. Are his wits fafe ? Is he not light of Braine ? 

Iago. He's that he is : I may not breath my cenfure. 
VVhat he might bc:if what he might^he is not, 
I would to heauen he were. 

Lod. What ? Strike his wife ? 

/^0.<'Faith that was not fo well : yet would I knew 
That flroke would proue the worft. 

Lod. Is it his vfe ? 
Or did the Letters,worke vpon his bloody 
And new create his fault f 

Iago. Alas,alas: 
It is not honeftie in me to fpeake 
What I haue feene,and knowne. You (hall obferuehim, 
And his o wne courfes will deonte him fo, 
That I may faue my fpeech : do but go after 
And marke how he continues. 

Lod. I am forry that I am deceiu'd in him. Hxemt. 


Scena Secunda. 


$ nter Othe Ho t and zAZmilia . 

Othe. You haue fcene nothing then? 
ts£mil. Nor euer heard : nor euer did fufpe<5r. 
Othe. Yes,youhaue feene Cajfio, and fhe together. 
tAimi. But then I faw no harme : and then i heard, 
Each Syllable that breath made vp betweenc them. 
Othe. What ? Did they neuer whifper? 
ts£mil. Neuer my Lord. 
Othe. Nor fend you out o'th'way ? 
es£mil. Neuer. 

Othe. To fetch her Fan, hcr GIoues,her Mask,nor no- 
ts£mil. Neuefmy Lord* (thing? 
Othe. That's ftrange. 

v£mtl. Idurft(my Lord)to wager^flie ishoneft: 
Lay downe my Souleat flake : If you thinke other, 
Remoue your thought. It doth abufe your bofome.- 
If any wretch haue put this in your head , 
Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe, 


For if fhe be not honcft,chafrc,and true, 

There's no man happy. The purcft of their Wiucs 

Is foule as Slander. 

Othe. Bid hcr come hither ; go. Exit Emilia. 
She faicscnough : yet fhe's a fimple Baud 
That cannot fay as much. This is a fubtile Whore : 
ACloffet Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets, 
And yet lhe'le-kneelc,and pray ; I haue feene her do'c. 

Enter Defdemova % a»d Emilia. 

Def My Lord,what is your will ? 

Othe. Pray you Chucke come hiihcro 

Def What is your picafure ? 

Oth. Let me fee your eyes :Iooke in my face, 

sDef What horrible Fancie's this? 

Othe, Some of your Fun&io n Mi ftris : 
Leauc Procreants alone,and fhu t the doore: 
Cough,or cry hem; ifany bodycome : 
Your Myflery,yourMyfkry:Maydifpatch,£>/> <b&&i± 

*Def Vpon my knee,what doth your fpeech import? 
I vnderftand a Fury in your words . 

Othe. Why? What art thou? 

Def. Your wife my Lord : your true and loyal! wife, 

Othello. Come fweare it : damne thy felfe, leaft 
being like one of Heauen, the diuells themfeluc s fhould 
feare to ccaze thee. Therefore be double damn'd: fweare 
thou art hone ft. 

Def Heauen doth truely know it. 

O/^.Hcauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as helL 

Def To whom my Lord? 
With whom ? How am I falfe ? 

Othe. Ah 2)<?y^(rw<?»,away,away 5 away* 

Def. Alas the heauy day : why do you weepe ? 
Am I the motiue of thefe teares my Lord ? 
If hapf>cly you my Father do fufpedr, 
An Instrument of this your calling backe, 
. Lay not your blame on me : ifyou haue loft him^ 
1 haue loft him too. 

Othe. Had it pleas'd Heauen, 
To try me with AfHi<5rion,had they rain'd 
All kind of Sores,and Shames on my bare-heads 
Steep 'd mcinpoucrtictotheYerylippes, 
Giuen to Captiuitie, me,and my vtmoft hopes, 
I {hould haue found in fome place of my Soulc 
A drop of patience. But 3las 3 to make me 
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne, 
To point his flow>and mouing finger at. 
Yet could 1 bearc that too,welI,vcry well % 
But there wherel haue garnerdvp my heart, 
Where cither I muft liue.or beare no life, 
The Fountainefrom the which my currant runnes^ 
Or elfe dries vp : to be difcarded thence, 
Gr keepe it as a Ccfterne,forfouleToades 
To knot and gender in. Turne thy complexion there ; 
Patience } thou young and Rofe-lip'd Chcrubin, 
I hecre looke grim as hell. 

Def I hope my Noble Lord eftccmes me honefh 

Othe. Oh I 4 as SommerFlyes are in the Shambles, 
That quicken euen with blowing. Oh thou weed : 
Who art fo louely fairc,and fmelfft fofweetc, 
That the Senfe akes at thee, 
Would thouhad'ft neuer bin borne. 

Def. Alas,what ignoran tfin haue I committed ? 

Othe.VJzi this faire Paper ? This moft goodly Booke 
Made to write Whore Ypon ? What commited, 

v v 2 Com. 


